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JOHN CAPPER | 
Of CHESTER, Gag, 4 
SIR. 


OU may eaſily believe that 
when I undertook to- Father 
K this Trifle on you, I was en- 
courag d tot by a former Friendſhip, fo 
particular between us, that L coud not 
doubt your acceptance of it: A Friend- 
ſhip ! I am proud to remember, and ve- 
ry unwilling to have forgot: And tho 
I might reaſonably preſume to have ſuf- 
ficiently convinc'd you of the great Re- 
gard L have always had for you before, 
yet this Opportunity has put it in my 
Power to hy an Obligation on your 
Memory for the future, that neither time 


2 


Evifl e Dedicatory. 


nor diſtance may wear out the Impreſſion. 


The good Fortune to have you ii Po- 
juſt then; but in particular, your Compa- 
ny the firſt Night of its Acting (at which 


time it met with a very favourable Re- 


ception from the · Town) gave Birth to 


my Deſign, and made me hope you 

would receive it with no leſs Kindneſs 
| - afterwards. After fo much Freedom as 
has paſs d between us, twou d be in vain 
for me to follow other Dedicators, and 
| beſtow Flattery on you: I know you 


have ſomething too honeſt in your Na- 
ture to affect it, and a Senſe too good to 
—A 7.1; 
Fortune, that deſign d to make you 
happy, Seated you in the Country, where 


fhe ever ſeem'd to have a hand in order- 


ing your Affairs; but moſt particularly 
5 5 ſhe directed your Choice — 
| that Generous Family wherein you have 
match d; whoſe Excellent Diſpoſitions 
are ſo compatible with your own, - that 
| K 


of 5 
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it makes me fancy you entirely bleſt with 


an undiſturb d Peace of Mind; and ſo 
ſecurely to enjoy the Felicities of Life, 
that if you were not my Friend, I cou d 
envy you, what otherwiſe I wiſh may 
bear as "ug a date as it ſcems gs 
for. 

e only add, that if ever I had 


any real Enjoyment 1 in my Converſation, 


was in the time of my Acquaintance | 


with you; which, with the particular Fa- 
vour a Eviliries of ſome Gentlemen 
thereabouts, (who I will endeavour to 


thank) made me think my {elf hagely in 


Fortune's Books: But ſhe ever proving 


a Jilt to me, drew me away, and leaves 
me now but this way of ſhewing you 
how much I am, 5 


Tour mſt Faithful att 4 Fg ured 
 bunble Servant to 0 onmand, 
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Ho Tam 3 CS irs Low kind. you: * be 
Toe venture ont to make th Apology-; 5 

For really, to let you know the Truth of it, 
Tere all r bere by a Womans Wit: . * 
Alas ! theres nothing int of ſuch 4 Ply, 
Twas but à trick to draw you Here to da.. 
I hope you'll pardon it; for pity do, 
Te fee the Shifts ye daily put us to; 
Nor is't the firft time, I preſume, Jo de paid 


mh mM 


However ( Sis) * ** * _ 5 ; i 
Methinks I would not have you banlkt 


nigh, X 
Til ſooner truft to my = Wit to Nig 
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3 In ou, ( den wn paryon me 


Tis hard to hit. a Pa Extempore”: 
How'ere'T ful, 'my Nba Jood, 


Tis what wed all be Ading, if we a 
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DN Fo this, 7 hind Andes A5 an : Fs T 
Not with. a Frologue, hunt a. Complimuevt r 
For Prologues, they are J. hinge grown flale to you, 
And there's a ſecret Charm in. all Things New 
New Cloatho, nem Whims, nem Faſhions, and new 
NE Plays, ( 
New Titles, Equipage ; 4 now a-days, 
New Mices, new Husbands , for the * won't pleaſe. 
Eun Children, they the fickle „ purſue, 
And daily cry for Banbles that are New, ; 
5 Miſs, ſtead of Baby, a new Lover wants, 
Tou, Sparks, new Miſtriſſes, and they, Gallants : 
Heroes new Honours ſeek in hard Campaigns, 
And for the Beaux at Home, they want new Brains. 
The Side-Box Ladies gaudily Befilkt, . 
Lore fing, new Lodgings, hen the old are Bilkt ; 1 
Pit-Nia 8, ne Cullies, (with ſtale Airs and _ "ihe „ : 2 
Kept W borer, new Settlements, 6nd Men, new Faces : 


Fr 


— — 


| n 


And that's a Thing grown very new to us; 
Tho, to our Coſt, we wry always to hit, 


And, oth, we de every Thing that's new, but Wit. 


But bold, Toe run ſo long on my own Head, 
Toe quite forgot what 'twas I ſbou d have ſaid ; 
T1 was, in bamble ſort, to ſue for Grace, 

To praiſe our F gente, tho yon damm our Plays. 
To Well * Tf add this ſmall Requeſt, 
Toul Pardon me, Ws I've forgot the K. 
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EPILOGUE. 


8 UCH a Diſcaſe of late Infeits the Town, 
That nougbt but Whim or Novelty'll go down : 


Our Stage-Phyſicians, they on us 1 

And ſay, we bring in Quacks to rin them, 

Healthful Preſcriptions Jon refufe tos touch.: 
Iv foort, they a ay, we humour you to much: 

While tis indulgd the Feaver never wends ; 

And thus we Reep you ſi feb upon our Hand., 

How long, TA know, there will. the B ** 5 

And your nice Pallats keep their J febly Taſt ? 
Ere you ſhake off th  Impertinent Diſeaſe, | 

As Forreige Gimeracks, and Grimace ſhall ceaſe, 

1 © 4nd Wit and Humour, never fail to pleaſe. _ 
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Flaſb, His M pert Fellow.” ; 
Ralph, A merry. Country-man. : 
Shepherd, Servants and Soldiers. IO 
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Wit of a Woman. 


er 
SCENE in Boaſtwits Houſe 


Enter Gayford, Flaſh. 


ELL, Sir, do's your Reſolution 
| hold of riding out- this Aﬀter- 
{000 7: -” 

Gay. No, I have ſome more 
particular Buſineſs keeps me at 
Home. 
2 May a Man perſume to guels, Sir, without 


' Offence ? 1 


Gay. Yes, Sir, ſince it may poſſibly require a little of 


your Wit in the Managment. f 
Flaſh. m confirm'd, Sir. You have entertain d ſome 


kind Thoughts of the old Gentleman Daughter, Madam 


Aurelia, I have obſerv'd the Amorous Glances as you've 
; B | ſat 
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222 . 
fat at Dinner; how you've ſhot Fire at her frdm your 
Eyes; gaz'd on her riff you've forgot what you were 
about, and cut your Fingers inſtead of your Meat; call'd* 
for Beer, and drank juſt in the ſame place of the Cup 
that ſhe did. 2 N | 5 
Gay. Thou haſt a penetrating Judgment tliat way, I 
find, and doſt half convince me I'm in Love: But is it 
not ſtrange, T have been here this Fortnight, and can't 
get an opportunity of ſpeaking to her but. by Signs > 
Flaſh. Twill be difficult, Sir, for J find her Father has: 
lad a ſtrict Eye over her ever ſince you've been in the 
Houſe. You muſt know I have had ſome talk with her 
Maid, (between whom and me there is ſome ſmall Fami- 
Harity) and ſhe ſays, ſhe has ventur'd to commend you 
to her Lady without offending her. (Aurelia croſſes 
| 1 tbe Stage. 
Gay. That may be of ſervice, Ha] ſee where ſhe 
goes croſs the Hall; I'll follow and ſpeak to her. 


Heark you, Flaſh, do you wait hereabouts, and if the 


old Gentleman comes this way, be diligent ;. amuſe him 
ſome how, while I make uſe of this Opportunity. 1 
Fluſo. T underſtand you, Sir; let me alone. Very ci- 
vil, Faith, amuſe him while I make uſe of tliis opportu- 
nity : That is, banter him while I make love to his 
Daughter. A mighty obliging World we live in! an 
Age of much Sincerity, truly. Tis confeſs'd, Lam al- 


_low'd to have a little Wit, with a tolerable Aſſurance to *. 


aid it; and, thanks to Fortune, he's ever finding me 


Employment for em. But twill be ſo with us great 


Miniſters, that are fain to carry Brains for our Maſters. 
Odſo ! the old Gentleman. Now muſt I put on a won- 
derful grave Face, and talk Nonſence very circum- 


ſpectly. 
£ Enter 


N72 


Eurer Boaſtwit as e the Stage 


Your Worſhip s moſt humble Servant. (Bowing. 


Boaſt. Oh! Mr. Fleſo, how dye? how d'ye? where's 


your Maſter ? 
Flaſh. J believe he's walk d into the Garden to take 


the Air, Sir. 


Boaſt. Very well, very well. I'm going to ſpeak to my 


Daughter, and then tell him I ſhall be at his ſervice. 


(Going. 
Flaſh. Ah! your Worſhij has the Reputiiba of the 


Honeſteſt Gentleman intheſe parts : Wou'd your Worſhip 


wou'd favour me a Word. I have never had an oppor- 
tunity to thank your Worſhip for my generous Entertain- 


ment here. 
Boaff. Thou'rt welcome, thou'rt welcome, Haſh, ſay 


no more ont. Go, go to the Butler and get a Glaſs of | 


- Wane after thy Dinner. 


Haſh. Your Worſhip's Generoſity . too far; If 
T ſhould not be thought too bold, I wou'd defire one Fa- 


vour of your Worſhip. 
Boaft. Hay, why what is't ? ſpeak Man. 


Flaſh. Your Worſhip is abundantly too good to pardon, 


this intruſion, but I dare not lay ſo great an obligation 

on my incapacity, which added to other Favours, will 
Wholly deprive me of the Power to make your Worſhip 

a return. 


Boaſt. Prithee have done with this Preamble, and tell 
me what thou ſt to ſay; I'm in haſte. 

Flaſh. Your Worſhip' s humble Servant. 1 dare ha dly 
be ſo bold ; tho I rely much on your Worſhip's Good- 


neſs: May 1 preſume.to ask how Jong your Worſhips 


Lady has been dead? * | 
4 | | N ; B ' - 28 | Bean 


(4) 
Booſt. How long my Worſhip's Lady has been dead 1 
did one ever hear the like? I took him for a Fellow of 
tolerable good Senſe. q 
Flaſh. I was afraid Tſhou'd' kindle your Worſhip's Ans- 
ger at the Candle of my Ignorance ; but T hope your 
Worſhip's ſingular Diſcretion will exſtinguiſh the Snuff of 

Impertinence; 

Boat. Zooks the poor Fellow's mad; he has beenread- 
ing ſome vile Poetry, ſuck'd inthe venom of ſomeunrigh- 
teoas er and quite poiſon d his ee 


Enter Lid di y.. 


Lad, Sir, my Lord Manſions Steward-is going, and 
deſires to take leave of you.. - 

Boaſt. Odſo, I had forgot him ; I mußt go ſend my 
kumble Service to my Lord. 0 Exit. 

Flaſh. This was lucky, I was e a Sound. My 


Chlorzs J 


Lid. My, Syrepbon * : | 
Flaſh. Wou'd it were come to that, Child. 1 fancy” tis 


2 pretty kind of a Life, to haunt the Woods and the 


Groves ; how ſoft it ſounds— E 

Chloris the brighteſt Nymph of all the — 

Lid. And Strephon 225 of alt the ruaftick Swains. 

' Flaſh. Proper Attributes, my Hlvian Goddeſs, and 
ſuit the buſineſs between us. But hang this Paſtoral, tis 
Flat and Melancholly, a and wants a Latitude of Elo- 
quence to illuſtrate a Paſſion. I muſt have ſomething 
that ſounds great and noble; for I cant. in the 5 
Road of Courtſhip expreſs how heartily IT love thee. By 


yon bright Sun! 
Lid. Oh no ſwearing, I beſeech you, thats the bea- 


_ tant Read of all, 


Fla. 


43. 


22 Then . be good natur d. my Charmer, 


and take my Word for't. What ſays my Partheria, if 
the Maſquerade holds to Night, mall 1 be thy Argalus 2 


Lid. No, my renown'd 3 Tm provided of a 


Spark already. 


Flaſh. That's cruel. | However, give me the diſtinction 
of your Habit, if it be but for the benefit of a little 
Chat together ; though, faith, 1 believe. ſoul] know 


_ thee by inſtinct. 


Lid. If that ſhould fail you, 1 ſhall be. the n in 
Bloom Colour, betokening the Neceſſity of a warm 


Sun. 
Flaſh: And I the Swain in Flaming R Red, to ſ Leak tlie 


heat of my Paſſion. 


Lid. Fare wel. 3 
— Adieu. | - Baan, 3 


— 


Enter Agralis, Gayford after ber. 


Aure. Either I love this young Soldier, or my being de- 
barr'd the liberty of his Coverſation makes me covet it 


ſtrangely : I've been cloſe Priſoner ever fince he came in- 
to the Honfe, and never have been ſuffered to ſee him 


but at Meal-times. Slife he follows me ; this do's not 
diſpleaſe me at all. | 


Gay. Pardon me, Madam, 1 5 preſum d on your Soli So 


tude. I'm come to ſolicit you in an Act of Mercy: Tis 
the releaſe of a poor Priſoner confin'd at your Suit. 


Aurel. At mine, Sir, — the Gentleman muſt have re- 


courſe to the Law . 
Say. Twou'd be more Charity, Madam, to allow him 


; Artieles of Compoſition, ſince he fairly confeſſes the Debt, 


and humbly ſues for Favour. 
Aure. Oh! no compounding without ave of Coun- 


cil, Sir. But, pray, what Mclancholly; Unfortunate. Per- 


ſon.: 


— 


— 


(6 P 
Jon! is this > for Im an utter ſtranger to all Aﬀairs of that 
Nature. 

Gay. My Concern, Madam, ſ peaks a near Friend of 
mine. (Sighs. 

Aure. Your Heart, III warrant: Ive bad ſome ſuch 
Fooliſh thing in my Head before, that you defign'd to 
make love to me. Well, Sir, if it will acquit me from 

further trouble , I willingly releaſe the Priſoner you 
- ſpeak of. 

Gay. Only the trouble of receiving the Incumbrance 
you have on't, Madam : Love is a kind of honeſt Dealer, 
and will pay as far as tis able. 

Aure. Id rather, methinks, Sir, this Suit were fairly 
dropt between us, or if I ſhoud be perſuaded to proceed; 
how fhall I be affur'd you won't make uſe of falſe Evie 
dence ? 

Gay. By your being Judge in your own Cauſe, Ma- 
dam; and J hope, if I have your own Voice for i it you'll 
allow my Claim to be juſt. Ha ! I hear the old Gentle- 
tread : I muſt withdraw. 

Aure. Well, Sir, Im without hopes of having time to 
decide this matter now, but I'll take it into conſideration; 
ſome other time you may expect my Anſwer. Your Ser- 
vant. 

Gay. Your Servant, Lady. 7 Brat. 
> . A pretty Fellow. FS Cupid, 1 hewt down- 
= right in love with him. My Father here : What comes 


Fe in my Head ? 


Enter Boaſtwit. 


Boat. Daughter, I was coming to talk with you 
Aure. My Duty, Sir, was juſt bringing me to you, to 
import Wache of Moment to you. 


Boa. 


co 


Bbaſt. Hay [—what 1 is t? | 
Aure, You 4 entertain d a Gentleman, an Officer, 


in your Houſe. 
Boeft.. I have ſo---ſpeak----what of him ? 


Aure. Pray hear me patiently, Sir: I can't tell how my 
Conduct has privelegd him, but he has had the confi- 
dence to make love to me. . 

Boaſt. What ist I hear? to make love to you ! Oh, 
Monſtrous ! Oh, Ingratitude f he ſhan't ſtay an hour 
longer in my Houſe; not an hour longer! 

Aure. Dont diſcover this ſudden Paſſion, Sir; but 
ſeem to take little notice of it, till you find an opportu- 
nity to get rid of him handſomely : ; eſpecially ſmce my. 
Daty has prevented ail danger. 

Boaſf. No, no, no; he ſhall go, I ſay, he ſhall 
march Bag and Baggage: I am wiſe Daughter, wiſe, 
and won't be over-reach'd ; the Family of Boaſtwits 
was never over-reach'd. He is a dangerous Fellow, 
and may compaſs his Ends one time, or other, if he has 
ſuch Thoughts in his Head; there are things call d 
Charms, Bribes, and Love-powder : Therefore he ſhall: 


80, I ſay, he ſhall march. 
Aure. Conſider, Sir, he's a Genen a Soldier, and 


may reſent ſuch Indignity. 

Boaft. Why, then, I will be wiſe ſtil, Daughter, 
wife; Ill make uſe of the French King's Policy, and 
keep the War out of my own Dominions, he ſhan't in- 
vade me at home: I reſpect the Cloath as much as any 
Man; but I dont love to be under d by em. The 
Boaſtwits were always Wile, and Loyal. 

Boat. But ſuch a -raſh procceding, Sir, 1 give the- 
Country occaſion to talk of me. 

Boaſt. I care not, I don't care, I ſay; let the Coun- 
try talk what they will, 1 will be prudent, Daughter, 
and provide againſt the worlt : I ſha'nt be ſafe while he. 


makes 


RE (3) 
makes his Campaign hereabouts: But he ſhall ſtrike his 
Tents, and march immediately from hence, and ſo III 


go tell him. Make love to my Daughter + 
4 6 po ; { 5 (Exù. 


Aure. So, I have purchas'd my Liberty by this Strata- | 


gem, but have loſt the uſe I intended to make of it : at 
leaſt thas freed me from the ſuſpicion, and that's one 


ſtep in my Defign. (Exit. 


—— —_— 1 
— 


——ů———üöö 


Enter Ralph, and Shepherd : Ralph comes on 


whiſtling with a Basket. 


— 


Ralph. So, honeſt Shepherd; what time o'day ist? 


Shep. Why, I believe it may be hard upon four a 


= 


Clock. 


- 


SCENE 4a Grove, with the Proſßect 
; of 4 Howſe at ſome diſtance. . 


Ralph. Fine Weather —— What News d'ye hear 


now? - ; | 
Shep. Nay, I mun ask you that; I hear bu little. 

Ra. Why, I know not; they ſaay, that this ſame Czar of 
Myſcovy mun be made King-of Piccadilly, Now where 
this ſame Piccadilly lies I canno tell ye, whither it be i 
Europe, France, or Germany: but this ist News at aur 
Town. FE Re | ER 45 

Shep. Very like. Bu' preay, what ſen they oth 


French? al | | 
Ra. Why, they ſay, for carten, that th' French King 


diſſolves t turn Chriſtian at laſt, and break Truce with 
th' Grand Turk ; and that ſome great Projector i London, 


ie 


* 


n 
{4 conno Kit on's Name). has found out A2 wy t carry 
on the War bout Taxes. 
Sbep. Ay, marry, that were well indeed | 
Na. Naay tis cartenly true ; for I had it from no worſe 
Hands than the Squires Head-Groom. | 
Sbep. Then tis like if this News hold we ſhall ha' bet . 
ter times ſure. Th'- French King turn Chriſtian ! I mun re. 
member tell aur Clark this o Sunday. 


Ra. There's ſomething elſe oth' French 100 but *tis 
out o' my Head : IIl think on't again I come back. Im 


going to the old Squire Boaſtwits, how far is't thither ? 
Shep. Why, yeon welly a Moile tot; that's Houſe 

yeo ſee upo th Hill afore ye there. ; 
Ra. Thank ye, thank ye. 1 (Exit. 
Shep. Th' French King turn Chri I 

get it writ down while tis i my Head. (4 Exit. 


Emter F laſh — 4 22 and other ings : Gajford 
beating him in. 


Gay. Sirrah; Ill make you ſenſible of your fault, and 


beat you'till you tell truth. | 
> #laſh. Alas, Sir! I'm ſenſible that tis for telling Truth 


which you've fairly recorded on my Shoulders, if a thing 
can be ſaid to be ſo, that's done in a Man's wrong. But 


if I'd known your Mind, I cou'd have told you a N 


ing Lye or two ; that the old Gentleman is infinite! y we 

pleas'd you have a Paſſion for his Daughter, and wonder- 
ful ambitious he is to have you for a Son- in-Law: That 
your Miſtriſs is a very kind, faithful Lady, and took 


great pains to conceal your deſign. from her Father; and 
that all this came about by the Wheel of Fourtune : Or, 


if you pleaſe, Sir, you may believe 1 diſcovered it but. 


really, Sir 
Gay. No, I am a Coxcomb, 2 vain Aſs, that cou'd 


C kope 
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8 
hope to NES) there. Had ſhe received me coldly, I 
ſhon'd have been leſs out of Countenance ; but to diſco- 
ver it to her Father! looks ſo diſdainfully, I bluſh at it. | 
Then here's a Rogue adds to the Story too, that the old 


Gentleman has forbid me his Houle. 


Flaſh; Sir, T but publiſh the Truth. He ſaid' there: 
wou'd be much N a to Night, and deſird my Ma- 
ſter would make uſe of an Inn: in order to which, Sir, 


he bid me carry your things and provide for you. But 


ſince you diſtruſt my Sincerity, ſee where he comes him - 
ſelf, Sir. 


4 


Enter Boaſtwit. 


Boaft. Your Servant, 3 your Servant, Captain, ; 

Gaz. Your humble Servant, Sir. | 

Boafk No, Sir, you are my Daughter's Ps Ser⸗ 
vant, Why, 1 proteſt, now, Iwondor at the hard Heart- 
ed Baggage, to refuſe ſuch a proper brawny young Fellow. 
O' my Conſcience, J believe tis a wheedling young Slut, 
and loves you for all tliis ; and only reveal d it to me to 
diſſemble her liking. Heark you, Sir, Sir, have I not- 


us d you civilly, and entertain d you: like a Gentleman i in 


my Houſe, hay? 

Gay. Ves, Sir, you have laid greater Obligations on- 
me, than my humble Thanks can pay. | 

Boait: Very well, Sir, very well; and: you in return 
wou'd ſteal away my Daughter: Hah? Very well that too, 
very well: *Zooks, Sir----poor "Toad, he looks fo fooliſh - 
now, T'can't be angry with him for my Life: *Sbud I 
cou d find in my Heart to give him my Daughter, if- 
twere only to laugh at him a little. Well, Sir, and 
you did really defi Ign- me the honour to become. my: 


| Dai n- Lau W. 


Ga. 


"FG a 
Gay, I muſt confeſs I did, Sir. = | 
Boaſt. Sir, your moſt humble Servant, the Honour was 


too great I aſſure you. But pray, Sir, ſince we are en- 


ter d into conference about this Affair, what Eſtate 


mor you have? | 


4. I'm a younger Brother, and have no Eſtate but 
my Honour. 1 
Boaſt. Better and better frank and honeſt, Pray 
what Fortune might you expect with my Daughter? 
Gay. Ten thouſand Pound. 8 | 
Boat. An ingenious Perſon 1 find, and has more 
ſence than I thought he had. Ten thonſand Pound, 
you ſay, Sir? and what Jointure did you deſign to make 
her ? TK | 8 
Gay. My Love = 
Boat. No, I don't like that; there's too many ſtarve. 


upon that Jointure already; that's the worſt thing he has 


ſaid yet. Well, Sir, I have heard what you have to fay 


for your ſelf ; and now we'll briefly ſumm up this Affair. 
Tou ſay you are a younger Brother, and have no Eſtate, 
and paſſiouately admire my Daughter: Now my Daugh- 


ter, is an elder Siſter, has a good Fortune, and do's not 
care if yon were hang d d'ye hear, that,Captain?-There- 
fore what remains, but that this buſineſs be inſtantly 


broke off between ye. Let her go, tis a perverſe Bag- 
gage: III warrant ye now, ſhe expects a Settlement 


equal to her Fortune, or ſome ſuch thing: The Girl 
comes of a wiſe Generation; the Boaſftwits are not to be 
ons T9 co. 206. 38 

Gay. Well, Sir, I confeſs my Error, and want of 
Merit to deſerve her, and ſhall give you no further 
trouble. * ET 3 
Boat. Why, that's well ſaid. Here, had forgot toc: 


the has ſent you back the Letter you bribd her Maid to 


deliver, a Copy on't ; for ſhe keeps the Original left 


” Cr 6 
you ſhow'd have tie confidence to deny what you've: 
done: Let me ſee - I expect you will be fuprris d, and 
fo forth. Gayford, ay, this is it—-there, Sir ; your Ser- 
vant, your Servant. (Exit. 
Gay The Letter I brib'd her Maid to deliver! What 
Myſtery Ss this! I ſent no Letter. A Womans Hand, by 
Cupid, her own---- | 
Flaſh. Read it, read it, Sir. oF dont rightly com- 
prehend the _ but J have ſome very pleaſing Ideas 
3 
Gay. ( Reads. ) Texpedt' you will be ſurpriz/'d at this 
Proceeding ; in which, 1 confeſs, you may Think me to 
Blame e but if Love be what "tis  feigned. to be, from the Merit 
of à ſincere Paſſion, there ſtill may bs hopes for the aſſiduons - 
Gayford. Tis ſo, {he has certainly amuſed her Father 
out of Policy, and fends-this to excuſe her ſelf, and un-- 
deecive me. Dear, kind, Creature! Id give Al Im 
worth to be ſatisfied. 
Flaſb. Say you ſo, Sir. Come, advance for Encou- 
ragement: I'll hazard, tho it be a drubbing; and 
Id rather my Fate depended on any thing ee: a Wo- 
man's Conſtancy. _ 
Saz. There, there's two Piftoles : ::-I make em ye 
if you ft acceed. _ 
Flaſh. A handſome retaining Fee ; three more you 
| fay, Sir; remember your Promiſe; but ſtay, are theſe 
good, Sir? for I furiouſly ſulpeck every thing that's 
French to be light and counterfeit..” Stay, let me think : as 


- little... . 


Enter 
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TI Ralph, . 


1 Ha l that Country- man ſhall be of u 
( Follows him and claps him on the Shoulders. 


Honeſt Ralph, how is t, Van ? give's thy hand. 


Ralph. Yeo know my Name, Sir; but troth I canto: 


eall you to mind. 

Flaſb. O thou haft forgot me. This ! is honeſt Ralph, 
Sir, the prettieſt Fellow in all this Country. 

Gay y. Nay, he looks like a notable Fellow. 


Ra. Troth, Sir, higle te pigle te among my Neigh-- 
bours. Some better, ſome worſe. Yet, tho I ſaayt, that 
ſhou'dn't ſaay t, Im as well belov d as ony poor Fellow 


ith' Pariſn? 


Flaſb. Ah! thou art an honeſt Fellow : And whither 


. art thou going now, Ralph, hay ?. 


by AE 


Ra. Tm going here to ond Squire Boaſimiti. Ive a 
Preſent of ſome young Pheaſants, ' and Patridge-from: 
aur Landlord to th young Lady; they ſaay he mun have 


Hor. 
Flaſh. Hum, hum, Sir, Sir. Pheaſants and Patridges, 


Ralph : Why we lodge there Man. Heark you, Ralph, . 


Ive a fancy come into my Head; there's to * a Maſ- 


querade to night among the Servants. 


Ra. Ay, ſo they ſay. 

Flaſb. Now if thou woud ſt but lend me thy Frock, 
and let me carry this Basket, I coud make rare ſport ;- 
thou ſha't be no loſer by it, Ralph. 

Gay. Faith, do, Ralph. 


Ra. Troth, and I cou'd find in my Heart for th ws... 
lick ſake, if yeoll bear me harmleſs, Sir. 

. Gay: Ay, ay, thee and III drink a Bottle in the mean 

time. 


Ralph | 


3 


(14 95 


Re. Withal my Heart, Maſter. A fine Familiar Gentle- 


man. 


Flaſo. Heark you, Sir, get the Letter ready while Ralph 
and I ſhift, Come along, honeſt Ralph. 


% 


2 2 Exennt. 
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Enter Aurelia, Liddy. 

Aure. * Liddy, I ſhall marry this Man: 

; when alls donmmmme 

Lid. You'd: better marry him, Madam, before all's 
done. But, methinks, after what you've done, I won- 
der ou talk one. 5 

Aure. Oh, thou'rt a ſilly Girl! and can ſt not penetrate 
into the fallacy of the World. I tell thee every thing 
Þve acted has advanced the buſineſs 3 for while my Fa- 
ther do's not ſuſpect me, I ſhan't want opportunities to 
bring my deſigns about with my Lover. 

Lid. I fear youll find it difficult, Madam, for your 
Father's very cautious, and examins ſtrictly who comes 
and goes. WG-5 

Aure. So much the better, he'll be the eaſter deceiv'd :- 
III try the Wit of a Woman for once. III tell thee, 
Girl, I do love this handſome young Soldier, and muſt- 
and will have him: Nay, and what will ſeem moſt* _ 
ſtrange to you, my Father himſelf ſhall tell him ſo ; tell* 
him the very how, where, and when he ſhall have me. 
Lid. Nay, Madam, you have ſurpaſs d my little Wit 


already. 


Aure. 


„ 
Aue. Ay, ay, thour't a fooliſh Creature. Come, fing 


your laſt new Song. Every thing! is pleaſing now that 
has the ſound of Love in it. | 


SONG. 


- 1 OVE V= pretty, pretty Thing, 
A little God, a little King. 
Soft and eaſy are bs Chains, 
All 3s bleſt where Cupid Reigns. 


Jeſſinda, tho ſhe cruel be, 
Nor lets my Paſſion move ber, 


I dare not wiſh my Heart were free, 
1. in ſo ſmeet to love her. 


— 
* 


(27) 
Enter Boaſtwit, F laſh, in Ral ph's Habit. 


Boaſt. Here, Daughter, Mr. — has ſent you 


preſent by this honeſt Fellow. 


Flaſh. My Landlord, Madam, gives his humble Jie 
to you, and * ſent you ſome young Pheaſants and 


Patridges. 


Aure. Take em, Liddy 4 carry em to the Cook. 
(Exit Liddy, and return. 

Fiaſb. Madam, Madam. C Holds the Letter. 

Boaff. Well, and how do's Mr. Cockbrain do, Friend, 


hah ? 
Flaſh. Thank your Worſkip, I left him well, he was 


going a Hunting. Madam, Madam, (4fede. 


Boaſt. A Hunting! why I thought he had been laid 


up of the Gout. 


Flaſo. Sbud I ſhall betray my ſelf : he has been bad, 
Sir, but he's mended. Madam, Madam. 

(be takes the Leiter. 

Aure. Ha! what does this mean? O'my Life tis 
Gayford's Man, how Ladmire him for his Wit! (opens 
the y 30s 3 I find he hag conceiv'd me right---Now 
for one dear Stratagem more. I am amaz'd ! what's 
here? Gapford / | 

Flaſh. VVhat a plague do's this mean now ? 

Aure. See, Sir, if this confident Man, has not had the 
Preſumption, to ſend me a Letter, notwithſtanding what 
has been ſaid to him. 

Haſh. Hay----Death, ſhe has betray d all again. 

Boaſt. I am aſtoniſh'd at his Impudence | 

Flaſh. So am I too. Sbud wou'd J coud get into 
my Basket and carry my * away. Dear kind Creature, 

with 


8) 


with a duce! wou'd I were out of her dear kind 
Hands. | 

Bott. Heark you, Sirrah; Sirrah, Sirrah, flow. came 
you by this Letter? 

Aure. Come by it, Sir! why, tis his own Man. 

if Boa ff. Hay---— 3 Looks wiſhfully at 
| it | Flaſh.. 
al Flaſh. A Devil of her l : VVou'd ſhe'd been 
(| . ſpeechleſs for an hour or two : Im in a fine pickle. 
i} Boat. Oh, Deviliſh Rogue ! Sirrah, III have you car- 
1 bonaded with a Coach VVhip, and pickled after it,. you. 
i Dog ; Iwill ſo. 
. Are. No pray, Sir, let me beg his parden; without 
| © doubt his Maſter has commanded him tot: But pray tell 
bl your Maſter he's miſtaken in me all this time. Im nott 
K the VVoman he takes me for. 
3 Boaff. Ay, go, Sirrah, and tell him he's an impudent 
* 8 Fellow :. Go get you gone, you. Rogue, and thank my 
. Daughter. (Exit Flaſh. 

Aere. 1 thought, Sir; he had told ye he would defiſt- 
in his fooliſh purpoſe, and give me no further trouble. 

Boait. VVhy, I proteſt, ſo he ſaid, (tho he confeſs 4 
he had a great Paſſion for you) but there's no belief in. 
Man, VVell, tis a VVicked Lying VVorld we live in, 
1. confident Age! 5 

Aure. I muſt confeſs, Sir, I never knew ſuch confi-- 
dence. But J hope, Sir, my Condu@ in this Affair, 
has given you an entire ſatisfaction of my Duty. , 

Boa ff. It has ſo my Aurelia: And ſo much it has ! 
that for the future, [11 leave thee to tliy own Govern- 
ment; Nay, 1 will repoſe ſuch: confidence in. thee, 
thou ſhalt keep the VVritings of thy Fortune in thy own. 
Hands ; thy Uncles VVill, and the Deed of Settlement 
that gives thee 4000 l. at the Day of Marriage : There 
tere my Keys and lock em up in. thy own Cabbinet. 
5 Thou 


0 


Thou doſt inherit the Antient VVit of thy Family, 


T find : The Boaſtwits have been wiſe for many Genera- 


tions. | | | 1 
Aure. So, this is half my purpoſe effected. Now to 

improve it. Nay, Sir, this is not all that confident Min 

has attempted; he has been ſo bold to ſend me word he 


vwou'd be ready with a Friend or two at Candle-light this 


Evening, to receive me from the Parlour Window over 


the Garden, and convey me from my jealous-ey'd Fa- 


ther. 
Boat. Oh, unparellell'd Impudence! was ever the like 
heard ? .. 2.5 
Aure. I can't tell how ſlightly you may think of it, 
Sir ; but you cannot imagine how much I lay it to 
Hear t. . f ö | | ; 
BoaF. I do believe thee, poor Girl; how tender is 


| ſhe of her Duty? But prithee don't grieve, don't fret 


thy ſelf about it; let me alone to talk to him; Fll rattle 
him off for't. : | | 
Aure. Do, Sir; and tell him from me, that if 
he offers to come there, he ſhan't fail to be met 
with. 35 
Hoaſt. Ill warrant thee, TIl give it him home: But 
prithee don't venture thy ſelf abroad while he remains 


Hereabouts; leave it to me, I will try who has moſt 
Wit he or I. Jealous-ey'd Father, a Dog ! I ſhall ſee 


him hang d. (Exit. 


Aure. Well, III warrant you, you wonder at this 


too? 0 
Lid. Yes, by my troth, Madam, Tm half aſto- 
niſi . — —_—_ 
Aure. Go, thou'rt a Fool; is not this better than be. 
ing lock d up? deny d all manner of Convetſation, at 
leaſt the moſt pleaſing, that of Mankind: Beſides, 


have'nt I by this Stratagem got Poſſeſſion of my own 
; 5 2 3 


Fortune ? 


” 
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Fortune? Which is above half the buſineſs effected with 
the Man I love. 

Lid. I muſt confeſs, Madam, I begin to have a more 
intelligible Idea of your meaning. But what cou'd you 
deſign by the Story of the Parlour Window? 

Ar. Thou'rt a ſhallow Wench, I find. Why the de- 
lign is, that if he has but half the Wit 1 imagine he has, 
he'll know my meaning by it, and come at the time and 
place appointed. 


Lid. What then, Madam ? | 
Aur, Why then, Fool, I'll cen venture Neck and 


all to go along with him. And now you underſtand 
me, I ho | 
Lid. I muft confeſs, Madam, I was very dull be- 
fore. 
Aur. III warrant you now, yon expect to go with me 


fo0. 
Lid: Ay, traly, Madam, I hope you wo nt leave me 


behind. 
Aur. Not for pity ſake. Come 1 Gul. Well — 


— 


Men may pretend to govern us, they are fit; 


But: III. maintain a Woman. has moſt Wit. 
| C Exennt,. 
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" SCENE. Changes. 


Enter Gay Gul: 


Al my Spring-tide of Hopes ſunk again, even to an ebb 


of Deſpair ! What can this dear, charming, fickle Wo- 
man mean? A perfect April Day! when a Man may as 
ſoon gueſs at the Weather as at her Humour: Firſt to 


encourage my Addreſs, and then reveal it to her Father! 
Next to impoſe this Scrole on him to excuſe her ſelf; and 
now to reveal my Letter, is what. I have not Wit enough 
to comprehend, | EL. 


Enter Boaſtwit. 


Boaft. So, Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Captain. 


Heark you, Sir 5 are not you a very impudent Fellow? 


Ha! 5 
Gay. What you pleaſe, Sir. | 


Boaſt. What I pleaſe, Sir----/Zooks, Sir, I am not 
pleas'd ; nor ſhan't be pleas d. I ſay, Sir, you are a ve- 
ry confident Perſon. | | | 


Gaz. Your humble Servant, Sir. 


Boat. Zoons, a ruſh for your Service : T want none 
of your Service, Sir ; nor my Daughter neither. Why 
| heark you, Sir, did not you tell me you were convin-- 
ced of your Errour, and wou'd deſiſt in your. purpoſe, . 


and I can't tell what? | 
Gay. 'Tis poſſible I might, Sir. 


* 


- Boaft, 
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Bonſt. Is it ſo, Sir? And is it not poſſible for one of you 
young Fellows to keep your Words? Muſt every bod 

be treated like your Taylor and your Sempſtreſs > Why 
thou'rt a pretty Fellow; don't be an Aſs: I tell you tis 


a perverſe Baggage, and won't be caught: My own 


Child to a Hair: A right Bog, it. Prithee don't cudgel 

thy Brains no more about her. Si 
Gaz. I believe I ſhall take your Council, Sir. 

| Boaſt. VVhy ay, do, ſhe'll not be ſtole, Mun: The 


Parlour VVindow won't do, it wont really, Captain-—- 


And yet twas a Plot well laid. Subtle Rogue! This E- 
vening at Candle-llght, with a Friend or two ready to 
receive her----VVas't not ſo Captain? Ha, you cunning 
Toad you! 
Gay. Ha! let me ne er think again, if tis not fome 
Plot of her s. | (apart. 
Boaſt. Nay, don't be ſurpriz'd at the Diſcovery, but 


try, Mun, try. She bid me tell you, you ſhan't fail to meet 
- mwith---Nere fear, ſhe1] leap into your Arms, and run a- 
way from her jealous ey'd Father. 


Gaz. By Venus tis ſo! O the Subtlety of Woman! 
Hold, let me not forget; the Parlour VVindow over the 
Garden at Candle-light. _ ( apart. 

Boaff. Poor Fellow! he has ſome Grace, I find, he 
bluſnes at it: Tis pity to teize him any longer. VVell, 


Captain, ſhall I tell my Daughter you'll be punctual? 
Poor Girl, ſhe'll impatiently expect you. 


Gay. Pray tell her, Sir, I have been apt to put a 
wrong Conſtruction on her Actions; but now I am bet- 


ter convinced, and will punctually obſerve her kind Re- 


monſtrance. . = . | 
Boaff. VVhy that's well ſaid : Be ſure you do then. 


Daughter ! 


III tell her what you ſay, poor Fellow. Marry my 


(Exit. 


Enter 


(233 ( 


Enter Flaſh; 


Flaſh. VVell, Sir, what News? I {aw the old Gentle- 
man go from you. Dt a | 

Gay. Conqueſt and Joy, Sirrah----She's my own. Me- 
thinks I have her in my longing Arms, ſoft as my Sighs, 
and wanton as my VViſhes. This Evening at Candle- 
light ſhe bids me be ready to receive her from the Parlour 
VVindow over the Garden, to convey her from her 
jealous-ey'd Father. | | 
_ Flaſh. Faith Sir, I have fo lately ſcap'd a cudgelling 
in this Affair, that you muſt pardon me, if I don't give 


that credit to this Relation that it may poſſibly de- 


ſerve. | 
Cay. Nay, the more to confirm it, ſhe ſends me word 


| the wont fail to meet me; and will impatiently expect 


me. | | 


z! * : - | S - 1 4 * ® ; » | 1 < 
Flaſh. Yes, Sir, and diſcover it to her Father, who 
wont fail to ſalute you with a Blunderbluſs, to return. 


the Civility of your Viſit. 


Gay. Then I may ſuppoſe, Sir, you won't venture 


your ſweet Perſon in this Enterprize with me. 


Flaſh. Faith, Sir; Jam loath to ſtick out where there 
is any Honour to be got: But I have no great Opinion 


of ſucceſs in this matter. 


Gay. Well, Sir, you may do me more Service by ſtay- 


ing bchind. But how have you diſpoſed. of honeſt 
Nalphb? 1 | 


Flaſh. Why, Sir, Claret has made him Loyal; nothing: 


wou'd ſerve him, but he wou'd needs liſt himſelf : So I 


Rave humour d him, and put him on one of your old 
b Coats, 
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(24) 
Coats, Hat and Sword. He admires himſelf ſtrange- 
ly, and ſays, he Il fight for the Queen. 


Got That's well, III mike the Rogue uſeful, 
25 Exeunt. 


SCENE Changes. 
er N Liddy N 


Aur. well, Liddy, is every thing i in readineſs > 
Lid. All, Madam. ſecretly convey d into the Parlour 


© Cloſet, and the Garden Gate left a-jar for him. 


Aur. That's well. If he does but come now (as cer- 
tainly he will, if my wiſe Father has given him the hint) 
farewel Solitude and Fetters, and welcome Love and Li- 
berty. Here, Girl, go put theſe VVritings with the o- 
ther things; and ſet the Parlour VVindow open for a 
Signal. Away, here's my Father. : 


Lid. Iwill, Madam. | h CExit Lid. 


Enter Boaſtwit. 


— 


Aur. Well, Sir, have you ſeen this confident Man? 
Boaff. Ay, ay, I have lectur d him off, Girl; I have 
given it him home. He Il nere trouble thee again, I be- 


Aur. I hope you'll be miſtaken tho”. C apart.) And 
did you tell Pim. Sir, of his Confidence to offe to ſteal 


me away ? 


Boaſt. 


— 


Wk. 


| Booſt. 1 did; od L wou'd you'd heard how I banter'd 


the poor Rogue. Heark you, ſays I, Captain, Captain; 


The Parlour Window at Candle-Light wo'nt do; it 
won't Man; it won't really; and yet I bid him try; 
for, ſays I again, ſhe bid me tell you, if you came, you! 
ſhan't fail to be met with. I rallied him to Death, 
Mun. . 

Aure. And was not he aſham'd of himſelf? 2 
- BoafF. Yes, hang him, poor Devil; he look'd very 
fooliſh on't, that's the truth on't : Od I pitied him, 
and cou'd not find in my Heart to teize him any 
longer. | = 

Aure. Cou'd he ſay nothing for himſelf ? 


Boat. Very little, very little, poor Fellow; he bid 


me tell you he had made a wrong Conſtruction of 


your Actions, but was now better convinc'd than 
ever, and would punctually obſerve what 1 had deli- 
ver'd. — . | ; 1 
Aure. So, then he apprehends me, I find : I hope, 
Sir, what you have ſaid to him, has been ſufficient 
to let him know my Thoughts; for I'll affure 
you, I am very uneaſy till I am fatisfhed. _ 

Boat. Prithee don't be troubled, Child. Troth, I 
believe the poor Fellow will mind what's ſaid to him, 
and be rul'd for his -own Good: Or let him be 
hang d; I ſhall hear of him found in ſome Melan- 
cholly Horſe-Pond, or dangling at the end of For- 
rage Cord from ſome convenient Beam. Come, 
let the Servants go to their Sports: I love they 
ſhould be merry. You'll let your Maid make one a- 
mong 'em, I hope. | : 

Aure. Yes, Sir, and have lent her ſome Cloaths 
for the purpoſe. III go and help to dreſs her. 


1 Boa. | 


> (Exit. + 


— 


by * 
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Boaſf. Do ſo, do ſo encourage their Mirth, fo it 
be harmleſs. —- Wou d this Deviliſh Fellow were hang d 


For me, he has diſordered my Family. 
(Exit. 


— 


— 


The End of the Second ACT. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE. Changes. 


Enter Gayford 4 Soldiers. 


"THE Candles are lighting in the Houſe, tis now 

the time: I have try'd the Garden Gate, and tis 
open, that's a good Omen ; and I've plac't honeſt Ralph 
at the Corner of the Wall for fear of a Surprize. 
Heark you, if any Body falls in your way, make em 
Priſoners of War, that they mayn't alarm the Enemy. 
Come along, Gentlemen. : ( Exeunt. 


SCE N E in the Houſe. Muſick Plays. 


Enter Boaſtwit, Others. 


Boaſt. 80 T am for reviving the antient Cuſtom of our 
Country, when Men of Eſtates encouraged Mirth and 
Hoſpitality in their Families. Come, where are they 


to begin? Bring me a Chair. 


E 3 Dance 
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Dance here + After which, Enter a Servant. 


Servant. O, Sir, Sir! 

Boa#?. Hay----why what's the matter? | 

Serv. I want Breath to tell you, my yonng Miſtriſs, 
Sir, my young Miſtriſs. 8 

Boaſt. My Daughter! ſpeak quickly, Sirrah, ſpeak. 

Serv. Oh, Sir ! as I was going into the Garden, to 
get the Cook a little Parſly, I faw three or four Soldi- 
ers carrying her along; by this time they are gone quite 
off with her. | 

Boaſt. O, my Child! a Rape! Treaſon ! Thieves! 
Im plunder'd ! get me my long Scimiter: Arm your ſelves | 
preſently and follow me. O, theſe ravenous Caitiffs ! 


. theſe Dragoons. Hl give no Quarter to any thing in 


Red, tho' it be but a Maulking in a red Pettycoat. Fol- 
F 8 | CExit.. 


h SC E NE Changes. 
Enter Gayford, Aurelia, Liddy, Soldiers. 


Aure. Well, Captain, you ſee J have ventur d to truſt 
my ſelf into your Hands, I hope youll be tender of my 
Reputation. 3 3 

Gay. To ſhew you, Madam, I deſign honourably, 7 
intend to reſign my Truſt to the next Prieſt we can find, 
and I preſume my Man has one ready by this time. 
Aure. Why, you wont be ſo mad to marry me? 


Pg 


Gay. 


| (29) 
Gay. Faith, but 7 will, Madam, the firſt thing 
I is 3 it be but to free you from Suſpici- 


On. 
Aure. And run the hazzard of having nere a Groat 


with me. 

Gay. All hazzards, Madam. Im not Mercenary, tis 
only your Perſon I covet. | 

Aure. Nay, ſince youre ſo Generous, Captain; come 


along, I cant in Honour refuſe you. 
(Exeuut. 


'Sflcſh Fm a Gentleman Soldier now Im woundy 
fine ; I'd gi' a Groat aur Joan ſaw me i theſe Cloaths: 
| Sheart what wou'd hoo ſaay 2 But where's my Captain? 

he plac'd me Century, I hope he's na orerun me: Fve 
heard of a Man running from his Colours, bu' ne're of a 
Captain that run away from his Company, unleſs it were 


in a Fight, 


Enter Shepherd. 


Sbep. ve been ſtrangely moyder'd ere fm bout this 
fame News oth' French King. I conno believe tis true. 
Woud I cou d ſee this honeſt Countryman again, I'd 
fain ha' a little more talk with him, he has a ſhrew'd 
Wit on's own ; I may chance to meet him as he comes 
back from t oud Meſters. 
© Ra. How do ſt do, honeſt Shepherd > 2 how doſt do, 

un. 

Shep. Stand oaf, Friend, and do no roine me ; look 


ye, I dont care to ſcraps acquaintance. with your Coat— 
Yeo! n 
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O that. 


Fre 


yeon bin too well acquainted with my Hen-rooſt alrea- 


dy: Im ſure I'm a dozen o' good Poutrey the worſe 


ſin yeo Dragoons Quarter'dn hereabouts. 


Na. Dragoon, Mun, why I'm the honeſt Country- 
man that toud ye the News to Day. x» 
Shep. Hay——bin yeo he? Why, bin yeo mad, 
Mun, to goa for a Soldier i' theſe times ; *Sfleſh yeo'll be 


knock d &'th' Head: Or if ye ben't, an ye go a Dra- 


gooning, yeo n be well drubb'd, and ill paid, I con tell 

Ra. Nay, nay, look ye I'm pretty cunning too, ye 
Mun know, I tho't now theſe Bravarians wer'n beaten, 
that the War was as good as half over; and ſo I'd a 


mind to be a Gentleman for a little while. Then I've 


met with th' foineſt, loving ſt, familiar'ſt Copten, Mun, 
that ere ye knewn i' your Life. Why, we'n been 
drinking Bumpers, Hand to Fiſt ; he chuck'd me under 
th' Chin, and lean'd his Arm upo' my Shoulders; we 
wer'n 'hale Fellow well met, Mun. | 
Sbep. Ey, ey, they bin aw ſo, tin they getten ye O're- 
Sea; and then an they lay ought o' your Souldiers tis a 
Cudgel; they'n drub ye into Humility, and fink your 
Subſiſtance to maintain their Harlots. Sfleſn do no truſt 
*em, I ſay. Ts 

Ra. Nay, nay, for that matter I con be oaf again 
when 1 wool. _ 5 . 3 

Shep. Aw do then, Td adviſe ye. But bout this ſame 
French King now, yeo conno think how I've been moy- 
def d about it ſin; pray won ye tell it me once moore 2. 

Ra. Phoo, it is true I tell ye, Mun; why, I tou'd 
ye my Author. for't. Naay, and there's two Great, 
Great, Great, Great Cannibals (I think he call'd em) 


one out o'th' North, and t other out of the South, that 


bin to ſtand God-fethers. 
8 EY Shep. 


e 
Shep. Well twoul be quaint News at aur TO wn. 
Bu what was t'other thing? for Id fain needs member 
it ʒ yeo mun know we'n a Cabal i'th' Church-yeort, e'ry 
Sunday bout the News, and III tell this for my 
art. N ER | 
'2 Ra. Why, tis either i th Lying-Poſt, or Dyer's News- 
Letter, I cono tell which, that th' Lector of Bravaria 
had like to be choakt tother day with tuff Ergliſ6- 
Beef. 1 L 
 Shep. O Law! I ne're heard the. loike—— The Lector 
of Bravaria choakt with tough Emegliſh Beef, Sbud, 
uwe ſt laugh at this, an't be i th middle of the Pſalms 


Enter Boaſtwit, others. 


Boaſt. Come along, I ſay----hay-----here's one of their 
Accomplices, ſeize him I charge ye, if he refuſes knock 
him down. 18: | 

Ra. What the Wars coming on already then, Ralph, 
look about thee. 1 | 

Boaſt. The Rogue has got drunk for joy; Sirrah, III 
have you hang'd, you have help'd to ſteal my Daugh- 
tcr. | N 

Ra. Sir, I'm a Gentleman Dragoon, and may ſteal 
by Authority; Martial Diſcipline will maintain me 
int. | pf Sb pe. 5 7 5 
Boaſt. Sirrah, confeſs where my Daughter is, or [11 
have you put to the Torture. 

Ra. Confeſs and be hang d, is an oud Proverb, III 
light for my Queen and Country. 


Shep. 


* 9 
* % 
» 3. 


Shep. Troth, now your Worſhip brings it in my Head, 
Ibelieve I did ſee my young Miſtreſs with the foine Cap- 
tain o'th' Soldiers that Quarter'n here. . 
Boat. Ha! where did you ſee her, where I fay > fine 
Captain, a Rogue Captain, I'm ſure. „ 
hep. If ſo be, your Worſhip t&'nt in no great haſte 
no to ſtay but while I go into th' Field and put my 
Sheep into the Fould, I'd go help you to find em. 

Boaſt. Confound your Sheep, you Dog. Come along: 
Secure that Rogue in the Stocks till we have ſearchd 


Further. FI (They carry Ralph off: 


Liddy croſſes the $ tage. 


Ser. See, Sir, ſee, where Mrs. Liddy, my young La- 
dy's Woman goes. | F 
Boaf. Ha ! purſue the Baggage; follow her I ſay; III 
blow the Town up but 711 find em. Come along all of 
Fe. | - ns ( Exennt. 


| a Re- enter Liddy Running ; Meets Gayford, Au- 


relia. 


Aure. How now, Girl ! what's the matter? | 
Lid. O, Madam! my old Maſter unluckily ſaw me 
as J was coming along, and has purſued me. . 
Aure. Well, my Heart never fail'd me till now. 
Gay. Fear nothing, my dear Aurelia. 
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Enter Boaſtwit, other 'T. 


_ Ay: here he is; ſeize TAY 1 ſay. 
Hold, Sir, you fee Im prepar d to receive yon. 


But yy ny we proceed to. Hoſtilities, let's patley a 


little. 


Boaſt. No, sir, you have viclandy raviſh'd my 
Daughter from me; and [ will hear no Terms till ſhe is 


furrender'd. 


Gay. The firſt Article Texcept a gainſt ; for while 1 
have her conſent : I reſolve to maintain my Right and 


Title to her. 
Boaft. Tis falſe, Sir, ſhe did not conſent —— wou'd 


not conſent ; you have ſpirited her away merely againſt 


her Inclination. Oh, Aurelia, Aurelia ! 
Aure. Alas, Sir! Fayas but one poor filly Maid among 


ſo many Men ; what cou'd I do? 


Boat. 1 knew thou wou dſt not conſent. Poor, 


Girl! 


Aure. Can you forgive me, Sir ? ( Kneels. 
Boat. Ay, ay, I. do forgive thee with all my 


Heart. 
Aure. Then I muſt let Jon Eng, Sir, this naughty 


Man made me marry him. 


Boat. Hay ! Married! 0. my Child! I Il ſue a Di- 
vorce ; I'll trounce him thro all "ihe Courts in Chriſten 
dom : the Law ſhall do thee right: Leave him, I ſay. 

Aure. Alas, Sir! I dare not for my Honour's ſake. 


conſent to leave him now : and, methinks, Sir, I begin 
to love him, and cant be very happy without 


him. | | : 


F Boa ff. 


*. 


— 


1 


| Boa, Are not you a vile Fellow to delude a poor 
rai ſo. But take her, FIl not give you a Groat with 
er. 

Aure. Nay, Sir, you were pleasd to give me the 
Writings of my own Fortune, and he has got them from 
me too. 

Boat. Hal am I over - reach d then? 

Lid. Yes, Sir, the Family of the N is over- 
_reach'd once. | 

Boa. Hold your Tongue, you Baggage : Anl. Sir, 
you are reſolvd to maintain your Right and Title; to 
my Daughter and her Fortune? 

Gay. Her Fortune, Sir, I leave ſtill at your Dit poſal, | 
but or my dear Aurelia, nothing ſhall Divorce her f from 
me. 

Boaf?. Say you ſo, Sir ! why then J F 3 = 
give you my Bleſſing: down o your Knees, you Dog, P 
and rife up my Heir Apparent. | Ok 

Gaz. This kind ſurprize, Sir, brings a double wel- 
code Thus Fortunes {till indulgent to her Offering, 
Love: And hence let "_ N place to Female Policy. 


* 


For to our ſhame: it now muſt be TTY 
Wat ere we think, a Woman's — is beſt 


